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A TYPEWRITER WASTING hards time 


UNDER EVER OOZING PAPER BIIE 


HIDES THE HORROR 


8 HOURS OF INSANITY 


office 


TIE THIS RIBBON AROUND YOUR THROAT 
STRAP ON SUCKSESS IT COMES IN THREE PIECES 
SLIDE INTO POSITION BENT AT THE WAIST 
HERE COMES THE BOSS. CARE FOR A RAISE? 
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White to black to white. Dreaming again. Walking through another 
maze of corridors, different time but same feel. Same smell. Same 
sense of dread. They all lead to the same chamber which houses the 
gamp horror. Different characters speaking different words which 
float gently and caress my stiffened spine, lowering my guard and 
closing my eyes before the inevitable dagger plunges into my mind. 

The horror of having everything held sacred, real and honest 
being annihilated by the abuse of a trust which must be maintained. 

My books are torn, my friends are dead, my heart is gone. I watch 
the house burn down. From the Inside . 




Darkness provides sanctuary for many creatures but sleep 
secretes more than dare be imagined. Creatures which are formed 
from, and consist entirely of, emotions. Pain, fear, jealousy, 
hate. Intoxicating clouds of memories and future failures, past 
glories and present prayers all turning noxious dropping me to the 
ground clutching my throat as hair turns white. Suffocating 
sadness forces hands to tear holes in my chest, anything to 
breathe. I force the air in and out until the pain overides the 
fear. Sometimes all one can do is hold on and pray that the passing 

Sometimes all you 
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Usually I try to forget my dreams as soon as I wake up, but 
I still remember something I dreamt a long time ago. I dreamt my 
1 stance was a dream. Every minute wasted in school, 

rson X ever met, every dinner I ate, every thought I ever 

■ 

r all part of a particularily vivid dream. My mother and 
my brother and dog, my job and my lovers were all just a 
dream. And I remember thinking this, and recalling my dreamt of 
life as I woke up in a garbage strewn alleyway, vomiting up the 
shit wine I had used to put me to sleep the night before. Adjusting 
the stinking blood encrusted rags which covered my body, looking for 
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shopping center which was open so I could use their bathroom 

take a shit. I remember realizing that New York 


and remembering, with not a few tears, that 
create very frightening dreams. 
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how to talk! 
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“There is no doubt that 
this dog will add volumes 
to our understanding of 
animal intellect and maybe 
even that of humans them- 
selves.” 
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My problem is: 
to be seen with m; 
28, and our chile 
.and 3. She’s got , 
should be hidd< 

' Paper bag and or 
are spitting imagv 
ery where we go * ‘ 
and laugh at my Z 
constantly humili * 
want to unload nr 
ities, but I really 
•myrnore. What < J 
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“1 hope this 
looks.” 
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Tuesday and shot him several times with a 
•45-calibre pistol equipped with a silencer 
and laser sight, authorities said. . . < 
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parent^ . 
to tbeit *> eu -. 


4^i 6 -ItL A r ^ ^ hen ’ there he was “ stagger- 

l r 1C jng toward the station with 


blood all over his head and 
face and smeared with grease , 
from head to foot. 


now faces another 30tt f 
years in jail: 


The tough grandmother of 
five blacked out momentarily, 
but held onto the ball and 
tagged out Schabarum. 57. She 
■was examined later at a hospi- 
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“People stepped forward to 
.help him but he just dodged 
■ his way through the crowd 
and ran off.” 


The latex rubber birth con- 
trol devices are to be worn by 
rifles. A spokesman said the- 
rubber devices have proven. r 
effective in preventing rust f . 
when placed over the ends of . 
the guns * * . * 


constantly. I imagined that I 
would die and miss seeing . 
them grow up. I wondered 
who my husband would re- 
marry and prayed that she’d . 
be good to my little ones.” 

When she finally confessed 
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“That’s when I loaded up 
her wine with rat poison 
and sneaked out the door.” 
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A "birds eye view 
Periscope eyes 


"all hands on deck" 
"swab the deck" 



Do 



a pain in the neck 

another sinking wreck. 

1 

Mixing a concoction behind, my hack. Blindfolded. 

Hell, someone ripped the orbs right out of my skull! 

"Now listen son, those things’ 11 only be a nusiance to you. 
what we do - wait to be told. They’ll explain everything just 
fine. You'll have no more worries, everything will look wonderful 
and before you know it, you'll ENJOY walking into end tables. Why 
I remember..." 

Nobody likes a challenge. 

Everybody likes a winner though, PROVIDING they've won the correct 
prize in return for the correct jig. Like the marionette proud of 
its strings todays winner sacrifices their spirituality (a hole in 
their soul, so to speak) for the pre-fab game plan - without having 
the guts (or foresight) to spend it all now on a lobotomy. 

Microwave ovens are an example of "progress". 

Having the controls inside the thing is not. Yet can you see 
anything else? Dare you? 

"Hi there" the cheerful store clerk said to another link in the 
moebius chain of consumers. "I need..." replied the media painted 
face of a lost animal, aware of nothing but the planted notion of 
need. And the need of a planted notion. "What do you NEED ?" the 
clerk exaggerated with a sarcastic bite. Subconsciously the cash- 
holder was reeling, unacustomed to so violently having their face 
shoved against the mirror. 


RED LIGHT ! EMERGENCY ! 
DEFENCES HAVE BEEN PENETRATED! 
MAYDAY! MAYDAY! 
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From the cellar of an unfamiliar conciousness, Money Bags felt 
a "barely discernible twinge of awkwardness and embarassment . 

A sheepish smile... "do you have . . .?" 

The clerk did ■ ■■ 

gave Ul|| L 

was paid ■■■II 

And didn't say goodbye. VPI UH 


Walking like a cripple. Talking like a mute. Seeing like a 
blind man. 

Living like a corpse. 


I'M ONLY DOING WHAT IS EXPECTED OF ME 


Nobody likes suprises 
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The present had been sitting under the tree for 
a long time. The last gift of a happy time which 
like the tinsel in the street, has since rotted 
away. Silver strands become slivers and the floor 
a pincusion. A pointed reminder of change - and of 
man made shortsightedness. The cutting blades of 
grass planted unknowingly by eyes looking everywhere 
but around - certainly not in. 

Only at the present - and what’s ”in it" for us. 

A shiny bundle of happiness blinding us with all of 
the nothing which is everything we live for. Losing 
everything for a push button orgasm (and the life- 
drowning cigarette which follows). A balsa wood 
bridge - which most people prefer to eat anyways - 
guaranteed to support the weight of one fleeting 
thought. Maybe. 

But don’t try it. 

Wait instead. And wait to open your present. What 
is inside may be something dark, shapeless and fluid. 
Subject to interpretation, evaluation, examination 
and - brace yourself - absorbtion. How does it 
feel, speak, think, breathe, live? 

How does it go down? 

A pretty pistol snuggles up to your neck and 
"bumps against teeth while sliding past wet lips. 

A thought homt blows its wad and your mind. 


Your mind. 


The box is empty. 
And so axe you. 
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Polar "bears, tits and hang. 

There's a demon in my television set. It tells me things I don't 
want to hear: catagorized. Other than the obvious fact - scum 
with respect undeserved. Show's me prone to say otherwise. 

Man. Look after the wife, raise the kidd. The reasons for 
this: slow prizes (rewards for servility). Bright shiny twelve 
beer puke is plentiful. 


Monday 


Tuesday 


Wednesday 


Thursday 


Friday 


Saturday 




RING... and a pension for "later", when you're whatever reason. 
A cause many people created. JO channels of lies in bright 
insecurity, store it away, but why even bother? Happiness takes 
a go rotten. A vacation from reality - in - drug guaranteed to 
depress. You'll be out to sea in no time. 





Write 2 addition facts f 




I am not going to discuss stimulants - packets of illegality 
"guaranteed to"..., the slit -eyed creature yelled at me. Drugs. 
Outside influences which sedate from the table, as if indicating 
it with a vacant stare, deformed emotion replies, visualizing our 
meeting, which is presented as reality. Drugs. 

I am sitting at a table. The table. For a while anyways. 

Bury the pain, tears which overflow my glass. If only to do the 
job - and pain is a part of drinking. 

Resent any feelings of happiness (left). 



Isolation tank 

Not unlike a tire with a slow. . . 
Dead mans float 
Drink when happy? 


^ VVrv Sitting in bars, pre-hangover thrills, become something, 

fractured personality, live in a beer comer cial, everything is 
wonderfull. 

or each picture. People on tv don,t drlnk in 
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PART 


CALL 


SANDY 

LANDING 


1 . 

Potential. 

Your "bottle. Drink quicker and find the place where lies and 
hatred are kept. What have you got to lose? 

How to "be normal/respect my peers. 

It can juryrig the pressure cooker - the evil I must serve. 
"How to “be. . . " under a flashflood of artificial (smile 
through through strife. They wave. Laugh. Laughter which rather 
than cars, a house in the city, a diamond - let alone joy), more 
like the shriek of you, old and dying from the disease it*s 
leaked . 

Not many aware of this termi -technicolor. You could save 
yourself - make a lot of difference - "backseat to success. 


This is a plug 
only drugs 
you "blasted 
and replace. . . 

unquestioning acceptance of. . . 


Sole purpose is to kill voices. 


People don’t fall up 


december 14/86 
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Housing Shortage 


I've seen a house. It is far away and yet suprisingly close. In fact, 
you probably walk past it everyday, nose scanning for things previously identi- 
fied and assimilated - but when your face hits the clouds you've found it. A 
dull and plain, quiet and subdued - to your eyes (nose aside) - place of 
places, heart of minds. Children play in front, serenely held by a warm eye 
and universal mind - all look at you, see you with a jarring gaze, penetrating 
you before you'd had a chance to blink. No think sen^r. Don't embarass 
yourself. 

Black and white sidewalk waiting for you to paint. Brain paint, don't faint, 
smart you ain't, teacher's a saint. Talking with ears as you soar over the 
stairs, grass trees rocks never looked so good. And the house is there. 

The house is always there. 

Green gold and red dance in the trees (can you hear them waving hello?). 
Bark breathes and sap talks (to help you relate' to) the language of nature 
we've run from, propelled by fear and hatred, a pathetic and cowardly gesture, 
stealing coins from the fountain of evolution and shoving them up our ass 

and down our childrens throat. 

Self hatred breeds a greased fist. 

No love,- No caring. No eyes. No house? 

It's not possible to be quite that stupid. But the windows keep winking 
their shutters at you, while you calculate and time your blink simultaneously - 
anything to avoid a glimpse. Your Walkman kills the music; your shades, the 
light; your shield, the warmth. 


PART 2 


The house still stands - it's moved in next door! "Have you seen the 
neighbors?" (accent on neigh, now and forever, Amen) Reflections of 
perfection seen through the eye of an asshole. They're too nice to shove it 
back. You can't understand. 

Tall building. 

Building 

your pot ha 

Growing. Without your water. s a hole i n ( f °r no 

additional cost!) 

The clouds are attracted to a majestic sight. 

Magnetic. 

Compelled to surround its reverence, respect - understanding. 



Silk decending upon a fire - unburning, .attracting - screaming to draw all - 
yet the blind stagger by, dreaming of perfection made of cardboard while 
sitting on heavens porch. Without a clue. Can you keep from laughing? 

Look, someone leaves the house, you can't see their eyes, a mirror 
obscures. It breaks you. You run. Can't look. Your guts strangle you again. 

The person sees you, smiles and cries. The house cries. The trees, the 
birds, dogs, rocks, grass, sidewalk all cry. 


And you keep running. 






